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Ragnarok

...

Chapter 1

...

"The sun will rise, yet we won't be here"

...

-Prologue

Everyone expects the world to run as it always had. Nothing would change, and there would always be the silent peace that has remained for the longest time in human history.

Our very lives were taken for granted, as we continued on with our families, our friends, and all that we care about.

Nothing would change. Ever.

Nobody had conceived that all of this could possibly go away within the time of a blink of an eye, leaving vast wastelands across the earth, and billions dead in a battle that spans the multiverse. Against ourselves. Against our families. Against gods, Kings, galactic empires, and armies spanning the quintillions.

One day, the sun will rise, yet we won't be here. What keeps you from knowing that once that sun sets, everything won't be gone by the time it returns?

One day, the time will come that we will face an insurmountable enemy that will leave thousands running for their lives at the threat of death. We will lose. One day, humanity will cease to exist.

Some say that enemy is ourselves. Some say, our inadequacy at managing resources. A few even say this is just god's doing, as so many others had said for countless other events for millennia.

It is an enemy worse than we could possibly imagine, with an intent on killing everything.

But, in the end, at least the leaders of humanity can know that they didn't go out without a bang.

...

A decade ago the Ori invaded the Milkyway. They entered with vigor, their minds set to leaving a path of destruction in every direction that the forces went. Those who gave in were spared, but those who resisted were destroyed-and the even fewer who had the technology to combat these forces... were wiped out. In the end, all but the Tau'ri had been either subjugated, or destroyed.

Almost a decade later, the Tau'ri had finally managed to fully integrate the best technology of both the Asgard, and the Ancients into their now rapidly expanding fleet, allowing them to finally combat the Ori at a level that was necessary to push them back en masse.

Within three months, the Ori and their gods were finally removed from the galaxy, the Ori army now unable to combat the fifth race as effectively as they once did. Despite this, they continued their attempts to break through the line, only to fail each time.

With the Ori for the most part removed from the galaxy, there was finally peace. Well, until the day the 'Trust' made their return. The goa'uld, hungry for vengeance against the Tau'ri for the destruction of their empire, commenced espionage on the highest level against the UN. They stole technology, and infiltrated the government with their legion of goa'uld, which were essentially mind controlling parasites.

They operated on earth-right under the Tau'ri's noses, as they attempted to manipulate the scene into chaos. Seeing as a direct conflict with the Tau'ri would be pointless, they began a colonization program to expand throughout the multiverse, capturing an uncountable number of worlds, consuming their resources, shortly before destroying them. They refined the Arcturus project to a point of near perfection, and eventually began constructing their own armada of transdimensional space-craft.

The Tau'ri, in response to this new threat, began their own procedures to expand into the multiverse, finally completing their own Arcturus projects. They never got far, as not even a few months later, Ragnarok happened.

Ragnarok, the end of everything that ever was, ever will be, and can be. Blackholes consumed whole realities, and Time-space itself was fractured, as timelines combined, and a multitude of alternate realities were forced into one-leading to...

...

FACTION: UNSC

LOCATION: Orbital Command Platform; 'chariot'

DATE: July 7th, 2543; Standard UNSC military Callander

"Halsey, I need you to come here," Lord Hood gestured for Catherine Halsey to approach, as worry began to etch across the Admiral's face. "Just... what exactly is this?" Admiral Hood pointed at the strange planet that now shared their earth's orbit. "You did call me down here for a good reason, right?"

"It seems as though we are either experiencing a serious system failure, or there really is another earth orbiting at exactly the other side of the sun as us... though, the rotation is only very slightly faster." Hood just stared at the scientist, almost shocked.

"You're kidding, right?" Halsey continued intently watching the hologram, studying it with a rather large amount of interest.

"Based on that rate of revolution, this 'Earth' appears to be from the 21st century." Hood just shook his head, finding this unbelievable.

"Does anyone else know?"

"Anyone with strong enough sensors would know that something's going on. Civilians on Mars, or even UNSC ships orbiting the sun may be able to actually see this anomaly first hand."

"Are you sure this isn't just some glitch?" Admiral Hood thought hard of the situation, observing everything that he could. Taking his hat off, he ran hand through his hair in exhaustion. 'This could be anything... from a glitch, to maybe even a trick of some sort by the Covenant. I need to be ready for anything that might be heading my way.'

"This is the fiftieth hard system reset I'd done in the past half hour-I'm pretty sure that this is real."

"I-I have no idea what's going on anymore," The admiral gasped, as he wiped the sweat off his forehead. Catherine only watched silently, as Hood composed himself. Appearing to have calmed down a bit, the Admiral activated the radio in the holotable, setting the frequency to 'ship wide.' In only a few moments, he was addressing the fleet. "Set fleet status to 'High alert.' An unknown contact has appeared within the system, and may be hostile. I repeat, an unknown contact has appeared within the system, potentially a hostile."

"We have a nuclear contact!" Halsey shouted, having spotted a red dot in orbit above the holographic display of the anomalous planet. Alarms began to blare almost immediately afterwords, just before Lord Hood rushed up to the holotable, appearing to lack any real semblance of emotion. The alarms silenced shortly afterwards, as it was apparently realized that the bogies were too far away to even be problem.

People ran about behind both Hood and Halsey in an apparent attempt to reach their stations, despite the fact that the alarms had went back offline.

"By God... just what the hell is-" Admiral Hood didn't even get to finish his statement, before thousands more red dots appeared within orbit of the opposing planet, all heading towards different targets, and originating from different locations across the alien, yet oddly familiar planet.

"It looks like a nuclear war of some sort," Doctor Halsey observed, stupefied.

"This could still just be a distraction of some sort by the Covenant. I want the whole solar system scanned, until we know for sure that this isn't just a trap. Until then, there's no way to know what's going on, unless we take the bait." Hood activated the communications for a second time, though with a bit more hesitation. The UNSC couldn't afford risks... especially not after a loss such as Admiral Cole.

"Prepare a fleet to investigate this... Anomaly."

...

FACTION: Tau'ri United Nations Coalition

LOCATION; Geo-orbit over western Europe

CURRENT TIME: January 7th, 2014

"Incoming missiles! Shields to max!" General Samantha Carter ordered, as the ship shook mildly from the shockwave of a nuke that had detonated nearby. The bridge would have been completely silent, if it weren't for the continual communicating between the various crew members who operated the strategical computers in the back.

Being awake for three straight days was beginning to take its toll on her, as she struggled to maintain a geosynchronous orbit above the Western world-which was currently the most stable place on the planet. With Atlantis's shields expanded to cover as much of the North and south Americas as possible, many BC-304's had been assigned to defend Europe, and elsewhere.

Something had happened, causing the whole planet's space-time to fracture, causing the past and the present to conflict with one another. Being the only force on the planet that had the ability to travel to another galaxy in less than a week, the United States had made itself once again the police force of the planet. There was nothing else on the planet who could defend their countries from nuclear missiles as they could, and with the aggressive stance this time-fractured Communist front was taking... the world was doomed to be in ruin in the immediate future.

"This is Overlord, mission 'saber' is a go. I repeat, 'saber' is a go."

"This is it. Prepare to launch at my orders." Carter stared ahead out the window, and beyond onto the battle. "It's now, or never. Take the ship into low orbit over Russia, and commence fire." The General sighed, as she tried to fight the feeling of anxiety that had begun to flood her mind. The worst possible circumstance had occurred, and the world was teetering into chaos.

With most of Asia having been thrown into the 70's, Russia immediately jumped into action-having spotted the numerous orbiting death machines being operated by the majority NATO countries.

Unaware that the rest of the world was not from the same time as them, the Chinese and Russian communist block acted immediately, seeing this arrival of 'orbital nuclear satellite platforms' as a threat. In a world of digital communication, nearly all of the communist groups' attempts to make contact with the outside world laid on deaf ears. According to Homeworld command, by the time any compatible communication technology had been properly calibrated, it was too late. One hour, too late.

The missiles had been launched, and any semblance of communication between the west and the east only lead to confusion, as the story was simply too far fetched to even be remotely possible.

Even now, the idea of the world being torn, and shattered into pieces by space time was in of itself, incredible.

"I can't believe any of this is actually happening..." Carter mumbled aloud, earning her a look of agreement from the ship's 'pilot,' who only nodded slowly, and silently. Something big had caused this, there's no denying it. These sort of things don't usually happen without a reason. Whether it's an unknown anomaly, a defunct time machine, or even an event caused by the ascended ancients themselves... there was always a reason.

Carter watched with a growing depression, as the railguns blasted away any nuclear ordinance that passed by the ship. The missiles that had exploded held almost no effect on the shields, the low magnitude of the weapons being too weak to even lower them by a thousandth.

'When the nukes touchdown onto Russia and China, there were two possible outcomes. One, the communist faction accepts its losses, and sees that they have no chance against the 'modern' shielding systems that the various European and American countries now utilize. A 'gatebuster' nuke alone may be enough to convince them. But then again, using even one of the nukes might not be such a good idea, with the chance of splitting the tectonic plate in half.

They weren't going to be using such a high-tier nuke in the 'saber' offensive anyways.

Apparently the admirals in Homeworld Command saw that the best way to deal with situations like this were to simply retaliate. A day after the Russians and Chinese began launching, we the Americans, and the British had a mission designed, and published in less than a day. Thanks to the world being 'split' by time, the IRA was in ruins... leaving HC to do whatever they felt needed to be done.

No more geo-politics involving Russian and Chinese countries, each bickering with the rest of the world to get what they want. Well, not any time in the near future.

"General, we're now in orbit over Russia. The silos are green, and ready to fire the missiles," the ship engineer reported, the sounds of the engine room audible through the radio.

"Acknowledged," Carter mumbled, before turning towards the weapons operator. "Fire the missiles," she ordered, practically forcing the words out of her mouth.

"Yes sir, firing missiles."
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**AN:** Just to make it clear; This fic crosses over with more than just Halo & Stargate. The full list is on my profile, but take heed that it kind of spoils it a bit.

* * *

><p>...<p>

**INTRO:**

**-Chapter 2**

**"Wormholes and bulletholes"**  
><strong>...<strong>

The Doctor was thrown about his time machine like a pinball, as the TARDIS continued its seemingly mindless spin. Finding it impossible to even approach the console, he instead opted in on the idea of holding for dear life onto whatever he could.

Luckily, there was an 'eye of the storm,' as they say- giving the good doctor just enough time to scramble back up into place at the control panel. Quickly, he looked over the machinery, as he attempted to make some sense as to just what exactly was going on. Of course, it didn't take long before he was able to recognize the readings.

"Something's ruptured the time vortex!" The doctor shouted, as he tried to get a hold on the machine's control panel, to keep himself upright.

He tried to work, but he couldn't help but find himself distracted, even as the ship continued to shake ever so slightly in the background. Every time he twisted a knob, or pulled a switch, his mind would always drift back to Rose.

Having just left from losing Rose to the rip in space-time, the doctor felt absolutely torn to bits. He had promised her that he wouldn't ever let anything bad happen to her, but he was wrong. He had failed, losing her forever, just before he could manage to get those last few important words to her.

All he wanted to do was just say that he loved her, but of course the universe wouldn't let him have even that. At the very instant that the torch wood agents had made their appearance, they had exploded. They had been atomized... Or rather, their existence was 'nullified,' quite like how two conflicting radio waves would create a 'dead space' between broadcast towers.

At the very instant that those poor Humans had jumped back to the universe, something had happened within the multiverse, as a whole.

Something big... Almost unimaginably big.

Whatever had happened, it had left Rose's would-be-saviors as a cloud of particles, of which she proceeded to fall through, and into the void beyond - where she was almost certainly destroyed.

The void between universes held no basis in any laws of physics, and anything unlucky enough to pass within it without the proper protection would slowly corrupt itself through entropy, before finally fading away.

He sighed.

With a frown, he got back to work in his effort to regain control of the TARDIS, before it once again began to quake and groan with stress.

He blinked, suddenly aware of the progression of events going on around him. "Ah, ready for round two are we? Let's hope that wherever we land, it's somewhere nice," the doctor laughed, as he affectionately patted the TARDIS' control panel. As if in response, the ship shook wildly once more, proving to be just enough to send the Time Lord flying off his feet.

After the intense shaking and quivering of the ship finally ended, the doctor was able to recover from his light injuries enough to see just where his ship had taken him.

With a cough, the doctor made his way back toward the controls once more, repeating the process of attempting to find out just what had happened. "It's liable that I'm so far off... course..." He couldn't help but fall silent, as he looked in confusion at the screen that sat before him. "How can this be? How could I have -yet again- ended up in another universe? Arg!" Pressing his palms against his head in anger, he plopped down into one of the nearby seats, as he tried to think.

But of course, once more, his thoughts drifted back to Rose.

"God damn! I can't allow myself to keep getting distracted like this-Focus!" The doctor took a second, as he tried his best to compose himself. "Ahem... Ok, so here's what I'll do. For now, I'll head back to earth and see just what exactly is going on. Let's see.. Aha! It's already 2015, so we're just about half way there anyways. Where too, though... specifically?"

He stopped once more, almost expecting an answer from Rose-

Grumbling, he took a moment before continuing, nodding to himself. "I suppose orbit should do for now, considering how I'm not from around these parts. I'm not too sure what to expect."

After a few hours of hopelessly flipping switches and twisting knobs, the TARDIS finally came to a stop, allowing the doctor to finally regain control. For whatever reason, it took him a bit longer than usual to get the ship going where he wanted it, but of course he eventually got to where he wanted.

"Oh, the time vortex is just so... thin here! For a second, I could swear that I wasn't even moving..." Twisting a few more knobs and flipping some more switches, the doctor waited for the craft to stop moving, before making his way to the door.

Once he had opened the door, it didn't even take him a second to realize that there was something deeply flawed with what he was seeing.

Large clouds of black smoke could be seen filling the skies of numerous cities across almost all of the continents, with seemingly millions of little scorched craters dotting the landscape. While small, the craters were permeated enough to leave the once green lands to appear as a rather disgusting brown color.

It left the world looking almost... sick.

Just as the doctor was about to turn around and leave, he was able to spot what seemed to be a number of missiles being launched from the Russian and Chinese regions, presumably toward their enemies. They all flew in toward the seemingly opposing nations, before suddenly being stopped short by the weapons fire of a number of space craft.

"This doesn't look right," the doctor observed, as he eyed the world with a bit of morbid curiosity. Sometimes, he couldn't help but have the idea to just do... nothing when it came to defending the Humans time and time again. If they wanted to destroy themselves, then by all means. Already, they'd even gone as far as to gather the attention of a number of seemingly alien vessels...

Maybe this could be like some sort of lesson? ...Was there even a 'doctor' in this universe?

The ships hovered in space, swatting down what appeared to be hundreds of missiles, each appearing as though they were attempting to pass through the rather overwhelming defenses of the ships. While some parts of the world were more damaged than others, the ships seemed to be doing a rather phenomenal job in protecting against the dozens of thousands of nukes, as they rarely made it passed them.

He couldn't help but wince though, whenever one of the bombs actually did manage to make it through, destroying a whole city in the process.

"...Well, this is quite the lightshow," the doctor watched, as he looked over at what was presumably an energy shield that arched over much of the North and South Americas.

Where the heck did Humans manage to get this sort of technology, anyways?

Curious to see if the date had somehow changed during his period of travel through the time-vortex, the doctor ran back inside to check his instruments. There was no way the Humans had all this technology by 2015.

Sure enough, the 'clock' read the date; January 2nd, 2015. "This must be a mistake," the doctor assumed, peering once more into the abyss.

Not to mention, but there also appeared to be yet another earth orbiting the same Sun, and this one wasn't all blown to hell.

"Curious... curious indeed." Resting a hand on his chin, he decided to in the mean time, stand back and watch. 'I can't exactly tell why these things are happening as they are, but really, it would be interesting to find out just why exactly all this is 'going down,'' the doctor thought to himself, as he stared onwards toward the earth, just in time to see the weapons fire of the ships take down yet another oncoming horde of missiles.

Although primitive, the ship's weapons appeared to be rather effective, as the nuclear missiles were destroyed with impunity. The nuclear explosion from the three bombs flew into the one ship that had shot the bombs, only for the wave of destruction to be stopped short by some sort of shielding system.

"So, who are these guys, and what are they doing over earth?" The doctor wondered, as he observed the 'alien' ships group up before maneuvering out of orbit, and over the skies of Russia and China. A minute had passed by, before suddenly, without warning... the ships began to rain a torrent of missiles of their own upon the Eurasian landscape, unleashing rather large shockwaves of nuclear fire.

Much of the country subsequently fell into darkness, as the Electro-magnetic secondary effects of the bombs flooded the skies and landscape of Russia. It was over as quickly as it began, and yet another few million people were already dead. This was enough to leave the Doctor both shocked, and a bit angry. How could they do something so mercilessly!?

The doctor squinted, as he leaned in to observe the rather annoying ships. It took a moment, but he was eventually able to make out the english written on the side of the various hulls; the names USAF, RAF, and a few other military groups from across human civilization could be spotted, along with what appears to be the UN insignia, printed out just below the acronym "NATO."

So, the humans had somehow managed to steal this technology all on their own. Technology that was undoubtedly thousands of years before their time.

Already, these humans had gone too far. They weren't ready for this sort of technology, and knowing them, they would most certainly either get in a conflict with themselves, or end up in over their heads with another alien race, causing a butterfly effect that could change the timeline of the universe forever. This is a flaw that in itself may cause the TimeLords to get involved-such a flaw in time-space is inexcusable.

The doctor had to act fast, or Humanity risked being wiped from the face of the universe.

But first, he had to find out just where the heck he was.

...  
>Tau'ri- Daedalus class battlecruiser, 'Hammond'<br>TIME: 34 hours since arrival within UNSC system

"Intercepting UNSC fleet; Shields to max! Keep weapons ready, in case they go hostile," General Carter ordered, earning herself a 'yes-sir' from both the weapons operator, and pilot.

"This is Odyssey to Hammond Actual, we're right behind you!" The other general stated from their respective craft; the radios wavering a bit as the Hammond's engines sped the ship to a faster speed.

"Copy that, Odyssey." Carter replied, leaned forward a bit as she glared at the small, approaching fleet of ships. "Set the main thrusters to .5C, I want to intercept these guys before they get too close to home. I have no idea what exactly these people have in store for us, and I'm not exactly willing to find out."

"Yes sir," the pilot replied once more with a nod, before applying the forward thrust accordingly.

UNSC- Frigate, Midsummer Night

"Sir, our sensors are detecting incoming spacecraft heading towards our position at a seemingly impossible velocity of half the speed of light," Exclaimed Harold, the ship's 'Dumb AI.' Keyes just nodded, remaining silent as he maintained his view of the strange, unknown ships.

They were... certainly strange, as they were clearly not any design that was ever built within the UNSC Navy, nor were they similar to any sort of Civilian model. If it weren't for Hood's explanation to the various higher-ups of the rather mind-blowing situation of there somehow being two earths, he would have thought that the ship was some sort of Insurrection transport-craft.

Considering that the 'other earth' was said to have been from the 21st century, the appearance of the ships came as a real surprise for many people. Regardless, such a small ship is unlikely to be armed with anything capable of destroying the UNSC ships-the point defenses would make short work of any nuclear missiles that headed their way.

Suddenly, the transmission lit up as Hood's voice broke through, almost as if he knew what his men were thinking.

"Hold your fire!" Hood barked, "Remember, do not forget your objective. I want to avoid a conflict that could potentially antagonize our new... arrivals. Of course, if they refuse to allow us to involve ourselves and end their conflict, then you are still obliged to fire upon them. Considering how the 'first contact' with the Covenant had went, I'm hoping we can be a bit more... proactive this time around."

Keyes supplied his acknowledgment alongside with the numerous other Captains, before returning his attention back toward the two approaching ships. Considering their rather small appearance and small size - it wasn't even half the size of a frigate -Keyes only shook his head as he thought the situation throughly. The craft didn't look as if it were even capable of taking a Mac blast, not without being atomized. Sure, it was flying at speeds faster than a MAC blast would be capable of moving at through engines alone...

He just couldn't shake the feeling that he was in for a bad time.

"Sir," Harold spoke once more, beckoning for Keyes to approach, "We are detecting a multitude of radio frequencies being sent our way- would you like for me to establish a connection?"

Keyes nodded slowly, "yes, I want you to make a connection with the crew of that craft as soon as possible." Harold only nodded, before disappearing in a flash of light from the holo-tank.

"I want to be sure in expressing the intentions behind as to just why exactly the UNSC doesn't want a nuclear war taking place within the solar system... on what could be considered as a clone of the Earth."

"Aye, sir."

Keyes turned inward once more, as he resumed thinking to himself about the strange circumstance that he now found himself in. Coming into contact with an earth so far back in time-which was also somehow armed with spaceships-was both a bit awkward, yet also quite alarming.

'We have the technology on board to make a connection, considering we wanted to be able to speak with the United Nations once we arrived at... 'E-2,' or rather, 'the Earth that isn't ours,' which had not even a day ago been pulled into the spotlight of a multitude of public news companies. Of course, they were interested in the strange unknown mass that now orbited at a seemingly perfect 180 degrees from our earth. People were going crazy, and there had even been a few riots... but for the most part, the 'alternate-earth' has been designated as an impossible space-time anomaly.'

"Sir, we have successfully established contact. I have secured a direct line of communication from the 'USAF Battle Cruiser Hammond.'"

"Than you, Harold," Keyes nodded again, before turning towards the bridge.

"This is Captain Keyes of the UNSC 'Midsummer Night,' to... 'USAF 'Hammond,' come in." There was a short pause for a few moments, before Keyes attempted to repeat his message. "This is-"

"This is General Carter of the USAF Battlecruiser 'Hammond,' We read you, Captain," replied the voice of a female, cutting Keyes off mid-sentence.

Keyes rubbed the back of his neck with his one hand, in an attempt to calm himself down. He couldn't help but feel awkward at the idea that he was talking to someone chronologically five hundred years older than he was - no wonder there had been riots, how could anyone at all foresee something like this? "We have orders to neutralize the conflict taking place on your planet, seeing as there are already enough dead humans. If you don't comply, we will neutralize it by force... if necessary."

The line remained silent for a few moments, before Carter spoke once again, as if reading from a script, "you have no authority here. Do not attempt to intervene, or we will retaliate."

"Don't make this any more difficult than it needs to be. We have orders to make sure the fighting ends, now! If you do not allow us to intervene, we will have no choice but to take you down." This wasn't a diplomatic mission. Never was. The goal from the start was to stop the pointless havoc taking place within the system, and by the orders of Lord Hood himself, destroy anyone who stands in their way.

"Is that a threat, Captain?" Carter sputtered, as if shocked to hear Keyes make such a statement. "I hope you know what you're going up against. You have three minutes to begin making your way out of our planet's orbit, or we will begin firing. We will not stop, until you leave."

'Like a ship the size of a large cargo-transport is going to be any threat to us...' Keyes thought to himself, barely able to stifle a small laugh at such presumably empty threats.

"Sir, I'm detecting a faint signature of unknown energy being emitted by the 'Hammond,' Harold quickly stated, catching Keye's attention. "I would be careful, as there may be more to this... 'Battlecruiser' than what is obvious."

"If you are able to find any more information, let me know," Keyes replied, keeping his view ahead, and out the window towards the rather small ship that sat directly in front of the 'Midsummer night.' Unable to come up with a proper decision, Keyes remained silent.

With all of FLEETCOM watching his every move, he had to be sure his next step would be the best direction to head in-or his career was over.

"Time's up, Captain," Carter suddenly spoke, shattering the silence that had gathered over Keye's Bridge. Keyes jerked his head up towards the observation window just in time to see a strange blue field flash into existence all around his fleet.

For a few moments, silence ruled the Bridge of the Midsummer Night until someone finally spoke. "We've just lost communication with FLEETCOM!"

"The time dilation device is active, and in place," The weapons operator stated, appearing happy that the beaming and activation went without a hitch. They had just neutralized their conflict, without even firing a single volley.

"So, the whole fleet is covered?" Carter asked, watching as the ships floated lifelessly within the time-dilation filed.

"Yes, not a single craft is outside of the field," the operator explained.

"Good. At least this way, we won't have to worry about dealing with these guys, at least not for a few centuries." Carter sat back down into her chair, exhausted. The years had been rough on the General, leaving her looking slightly aged. A series of faint wrinkles had taken hold on her face, giving her a slightly older appearance that came with being middle aged.

Despite the age, she remained as sharp as ever.

'This whole situation might not have ever happened, if it weren't for those darn Higher-ups in Homeworld Command making that stupid decision to retaliate. There are better ways to solve such problems, and simply throwing nukes at them doesn't help make them disappear... in a way that's appropriate,' Carter thought to herself, as she remained upset at the way things had been going as of recently.

"Sir," the Sensors operator suddenly spoke out, turning away from his computer, "I'm detecting four small - suspected to be 'stealth' - vehicles within our vicinity." Carter didn't even get a chance to give an order, before the radio exploded with sound.

"This is UNSC Fleet Admiral Lord Hood, demanding you to undo whatever it is that you have done to my men!"

"They refused to leave when we ordered them to, and we were forced to take action. All we did was put them within a near 'Frozen' state of time, in which one second would equate to seven million years. Your ships are fine, and nobody's hurt. But that may change at any time in the future, if hostilities between the UNSC and... NATO do not end soon," Carter explained, relaying the text based information that Homeworld Command had sent to her ship, via subspace communications.

"W-What? We can't just let a rogue entity operate within the sol system. Either you stand down, or we will have to force you to. You have one day." The radio audibly fizzled out, ending their conversation.

"Odyssey, looks like our job here's done-let's head home."

"Copy that, 'Hammond.'"

-**UNKNOWN REGION OF SPACE  
><strong>  
>Mendicant Bias watched as the Covenant prepared to head towards the strange fluctuation in energy-as they always had in the past... whenever they had discovered a newly discovered tool of the long dead Forerunner era, or a human world, to which they prepared to completely strip of Reclaimer life.<p>

Within the Irony of their own civilization, the Covenant scoured the Orion arm of the Galaxy, in search of the humans-their blasphemous genocide of the one true inheritors of the mantle remaining unending. Left only to watch as the Covenant did as they dared, Mendicant Bias resolved towards making amends to the remaining kin of his creators, the Humans, should he ever get the opportunity to.

Unable to manipulate the cage in which his ship is held in, the AI instead decided to wait for the right time to break free, to end this heretical campaign of corruption, greed, and unwarranted hatred.

For the Reclaimers.

For the Forerunners, for they shall prevail.

...
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><p>...<p>

Chapter 3

...

"Entanglement"

...

* * *

><p>"So, what did you say your name was?"<p>

"General Anton Volkov."

"And why do you wish to join the Trust?" The agent laughed mildly, as if the reasons weren't already widely known.

"If you have access to a media center, you would know by now. The damned Americans and European chicken shit have destroyed my homeland... killing everything I have known forever. My family. My friends." The agent continued smirking at the general, causing a rage to build within the Russian.

"DO YOU FIND SOMETHING HILARIOUS, AGENT QUINN?" Volkov roared at the man, who didn't even flinch.

"That's just the thing," he replied, his voice a calm contrast to Volkov's rage. "You and your crew share the same intention that we do."

"And what may that be?" The general growled, still feeling rather insulted.

"Is it not within your desire to see the Americans destroyed?"

"Well, of course-"

"Then our goals are one in the same. If you wish to join our cause, join us at the former Soviet base within Kapustin Yar, our current AO. Bring your ship and crew with you." Volkov just nodded in agreement, before the agent left, leaving Volkov to himself within the now empty warehouse.

Volkov sat there for a few minutes, before finally turning his radio back on. "Alright-beam me back to the ship, Spartak."

...

"Freeze!" Shouted a squad of guards, as they held a strange man at gunpoint. The man just stood there, looking as if he were getting tired of this, almost as though he went through situations like these way too often.

"Okay, what's with all the racket?" Jack O'Neill entered the room, seeing the tense situation.

"Oookay," Jack looked around with some wonder, not quite seeing what's going on. "Who are you, and what are you doing here?"

"I'm the doctor," the odd man with a British accent replied, earning a look of recognition from one of the British guards. Jack didn't seem to notice, and continued on.

"A doctor of... what?" The general asked, speaking slowly as if the 'Doctor' were just some sort of loony-bin escapee, who had somehow made his way into the incredible depths of the pentagon.

"No need to be rude-I'm the Doctor. Just the doctor. And... who are you?"

"I'm the general. Just the General. How did you get into here, anyways?" Jack sighed, getting a bit irritated. "We don't take trespassing kindly."

"If I had a pence for every time I heard that statement..." The doctor snickered to himself, earning him a glare from the rather exhausted General.

"Now's not the time to be messing around. Who are you, and what are you doing here? How did you get in?"

"Okay, 'General.'" the doctor snapped, "I came here on my TARDIS."

"TARDIS? What, is that some type of bagel?"

"No, it has nothing to do with bagels, except for the occasions that I make toast within it."

"So, it's a toaster?"

The doctor frowned, "No! it's a 'Time And Relative Dimensions In Space' machine. In other words, it's a time machine."

"Cool story." Jack turned towards the guards, before speaking to them,"I want 'the doctor' searched, and put into the brig until we know what to do with him," Jack ordered, earning him a few 'yes sir's' from the various guards. The one British guard, on the other hand... was both astounded, and confused.

Jack was about to leave once more, until the 'Doctor' spoke up. "Wait." The general stopped in his tracks, turning around slowly. He then gestured for him to continue.

"How do you have access to 'time lock' technology?"

Jack just stared at the Doctor for a bit, as if he didn't quite understand what he was talking about. "What? Time lock?" Jack's apparent ignorance only infuriated the doctor, as there was no way that he wouldn't know.

"Arg-! You know, stopping time, with a machine, or something! How did you get that technology? Who did you steal it from?"

"We didn't steal it from anyone!" Jack yelled back at the Doctor, his frustration reaching a boiling point. "And how did you even see it used?"

"I have a ship." The Doctor said with a deadpan expression, as if he were getting tired of the conversation.

"Prove it." The doctor appeared to be totally unarmed, except for the strange pen-like object he held in his hand. Considering how far away the surface was, escape would be almost entirely impossible... Jack just shrugged, as he gave in.

"If you let me show you, I will," the Doctor said, scratching his scalp in apparent boredom.

"Fine..." O'Neill remained silent for a bit, before turning towards the guards. "Lower your weapons," he calmly ordered, watching as the men slowly pointed the barrels of their guns downwards. He then turned towards the Doctor, speaking rather harshly, "The moment you run, you will be shot. The moment you make so much as a breath that we don't agree upon, we will destroy you. Is this understood?" The Doctor only nodded, followed by the general himself.

The Doctor lead Jack and the group of soldiers throughout the base, through various corridors, and finally into the hallway where the base sensors had initially detected the Doctor's trespassing.

The hallway opened up into a wide room, where a large blue 'police box' sat, looking quite out of place in the presence of the metal walls and floor.

"So, you didn't come here in a toaster, but rather a port-a-poty." The Doctor ignored Jack's jokes, as he silently approached the box.

Before he knew it, the Doctor was sprinting inside. "Stop!" Jack shouted, pulling the Zatniktel from the belt of a nearby guard, shooting the Doctor in the back. The shot did seem to slow the Doctor down a bit-if at all-before he slammed the entryway closed behind him. The blue police box then proceeded to pulse with opacity, before disappearing altogether.

"Whatever the heck that was all about, I got a whole bunch more paperwork to write now because of it," Jack sighed, coughing harshly, before dismissing the guards back to their posts. Picking up one of the phone lines off the wall, Jack called down a team of scientists to investigate whatever there was to investigate. It was unlikely that this would be the last, and only time that they'd see this 'Doctor,' so it would probably be for the best, if they learned as much as they could from this strange character.

...

"So, Teal'c's gone?" Daniel asked Carter, as they both sat at the table for lunch.

"Well, he wasn't here on earth, when... we went down the galactic 'poop shoot,' as O'Neill would say. I guess we can safely assume that he's gone." There was a moment of silence at the table, the only distinct noise being that of the various clinking noises of people eating throughout the diner.

Daniel leaned back into the seat, his eyes distant, as if he were in deep thought.

"Check, please," Carter called out to the waiter, before turning back towards her friend.

"Hopefully everything will be alright," Daniel frowned, as he drained the last bit of coffee in his cup, shortly before the waiter arrived with their bill.

Daniel was about to reach for his wallet, when Carter stopped him. "I got it," she smiled, before counting the money and placing it onto the table.

"'You sure?"

"Yeah, I mean... I haven't really had a chance to talk to you in a good two years. This is the least I could do for a friend," she smiled again, as they both walked to the cash register. "So, how's that dig-site in London working out for you?"

"It's been going kind of slow, but otherwise, it's been a lot of fun. I'd always had a real interest in the ancient Roman culture, considering how much of it has affected life within Europe, and by extension, life within the U.S."

Carter only nodded in response, before handing the due money to the man at the cash register. The man quickly developed an expression of recognition, not even looking away as he took the money into his hands.

"Have I seen you before? You look like one of those military people in that 'Stargate' conspiracy that's going rampant around here..."

"I don't have a clue what you're talking about," she replied hastily, before quickly following Daniel out the restaurant. Neither Carter not Daniel spoke much, as they made their way towards the car, Carter using her car keys to unlock the door.

"I thought it was kind of cool how the dig site's basically in the middle of London," Carter laughed, as she made her way towards her car, opening up the front door before she sat down.

"I guess," Daniel mumbled, his view once again distant.

"Are you okay, Daniel?"

"I'm just a bit worried about Vala. I haven't seen her in such a long time, I mean-" he cut himself off, as he opened up the passenger door, and sat down beside Carter in the passenger seat.

"I guess we should just be happy knowing that she wasn't offworld." Carter said, without realizing the slight harshness of her words. The two remained silent, as Carter drove out of the parking lot, and down the road. Out of habit, she turned on the radio, only to find her favorite music station had been temporarily changed to a news station. Despite this, she left the radio on, to break the awkward silence.

"-recent declaration of Martial law by General Jonathan O'Neill has resulted in a multitude of riots across both Europe and the Americas, as many find themselves unwilling to accept these circumstances. On the other hand, many find the situation acceptable, following the seemingly unlikely catastrophe involving both China and Russia." The news anchor paused for a moment, followed by a sound of papers being shuffled.

"On a related topic, there have been an extraordinarily high number of refugees taking shelter within the United States, and the numbers may only continue to rise until the world crisis can be averted. It is currently unknown how the U.S. has managed to last this long without so much as a scratch on any of the cities across the nation, but many are suggesting that the thousands of UFO sightings that have been pouring in every hour may have something to do with our maintained survival throughout this global holocaust. On the other hand, reports of a massive press release involving 'Orbital-expedition based defense platforms' utilized by the United States Air Force and its allies..."

"I guess it's about time Jack commenced disclosure," Daniel commented with a light smirk, "Considering how many people are associated with the Stargate program, and with that huge number of sightings of both our ships and alien alike..."

"I hope it's not complete disclosure-people aren't ready for alternate dimensions, or having everything built the instant you want it, rather than beforehand... I'd hate to see what would happen the instant labor becomes pointless. With the Asgard assemblers, our societies would literally crumble, with people refusing to actually do anything beyond get that next free meal, wasting their lives away... basically infinite welfare." Daniel frowned, finding the thought of such a world rather distasteful.

"That sounds like a real problem, since the studies on that sort of stuff don't show societies stably lasting all that long... At least, that's how it went with some of the worlds that Teal'c was said to be off surveying, before 'whatever-that-was' happened."

"It doesn't seem like any music stations will be coming back online," Carter grumbled, as she turned the car down the wooded path. "I mean, I don't want to sound petty, but I'd rather just have a few days of peace and quite, without having to think of the number of people who had died." Daniel just remained silent, as the memories of his experiences within the alternate universe, and on the alien world came to mind.

"Seven hundred million people," Daniel muttered, just barely loud enough for Carter to hear.

"Huh?"

"Seven hundred million people were estimated to have died from the nukes, in every country that had been attacked during this... 'World war three.'" Carter only gave Daniel a look of sadness, appearing to not know what to say. But then her mind drifted back to the previous day, the day she effectively played the role of executioner on millions of people's lives.

"Yesterday, when I was in orbit over Russia... I couldn't help but wonder what you would have done, considering how many times you'd seen such a thing as this happen."

Daniel ignored Carter, quickly jumping onto another subject. "So, Jack actually went through with the idea of 'Martial law?' I mean, I hope he knows what he's doing..."

"I think he made a good choice, considering the recent backlash against the president and congress for their decision to retaliate."

"Wait, I thought the generals within Homeworld Command were the ones who had made that decision," Daniel frowned, "something smells a bit 'fishy.'"

"Maybe. But at the same time, some of the generals were recently arrested with charges of conspiracy, corruption and espionage, with supposed ties to the Trust. If that is the case, then I wouldn't be surprised if they had been bribed, or something." Daniel just looked at Carter with an expression of shock.

"Isn't this sort of information classified, or something?"

"Well, it was on tv a few hours after the Nukes were launched, so, I don't think that it would be. The thing is, Daniel... Jack wants you to lead a diplomatic mission for us."

"He wants me to do... what? I gave up on that sort of work-I can't count how many times we came within inches of death."

"Daniel," Carter repeated, almost pleading, "you're the best at what you do. Anyone who did better is dead."

"So I'm guessing I shouldn't have faith in you guys to protect me?" He joked a bit, earning him yet another sad look from Carter.

"You know what I mean," she sighed, as she slowed the car to a halt by the apartment that Daniel was staying at.

Daniel silently got out of the car, before approaching Carter at the driver's window. "Thanks for the ride," he patted the car, "and the breakfast."

"Any time," she smiled, "we should do this more often. Oh- by the way, we will be here to pick you up at Nine hundred hours, on the dot. If you aren't ready, then you're going as is."

"Gotcha," Daniel shook his head, as he began making his way towards his home. "I'll see you tomorrow, then."

Daniel only sighed, as he approached the front door, speaking aloud to nobody in particular, "why does it have to be this way? I'd seen this sort of stuff happen so many times..."

...

"The Tau'ri want to commence talks."

"So it seems," Hood set down his cup of gin, as he continued watching the video of the two small ships confronting the small fleet, only to leave them frozen in space... unable to respond, or act. Whatever these people had done to his troops, they remained frozen, the ships never moving an inch.

Whatever this technology was, it was something that these people shouldn't have; it was simply not possible.

"They want to create a truce, which would include the returning of the whole fleet-ships and equipment included-completely untouched."

"What do you think of their proposal?" Admiral Andrews asked, watching as Hood formulated his plan.

"I agree with it, but I have one more request from them. Well, technically two. I want them to end their charade with the civilian population, and disclose the fact that they have a fleet in orbit. I also want them to join with the UNSC, in any way possible-whether by a simple military alliance, to a complete joining of forces, it doesn't matter."

"That may be a bit of a risky move, sir... considering that they may not be very happy with 'ONI' breathing down their necks, if they haven't seen them already. On top of that, their ships seem to be able to utilize some sort of alternate FTL drive than what we have already... Based on the readings we have been receiving regularly from the multitude of ships that have begun moving in and out of the system, the ships simply emit radiation like there's no tomorrow, before disappearing within a strange sort of flash of light."

"And-" Hood paused, as he took another sip of his drink-"What do you think the range of their FTL may be?"

"There doesn't seem to be any way to tell." Andrews paused for a a few moments, before Hood interjected.

"We need to inform the 'Tau'ri' about the Covenant."

"I would have to agree, a common enemy could provide a good way to stop any more conflicts from arising between us. But to do that, we would have to provide quite a bit of intelligence to these people... people that may only end up shooting us in the back, accident or not."

"They have no more of a reason to betray us than to trust us," Hood countered, as he pulled out the file of the 'time dilation device.' "besides, if we do integrate our societies, just think of all the possibilities that would arise from something like that 'Dilation' device! The covenant have absolutely nothing within their arsenal that they could counter it with! And once they see just what kind of monsters the covenant are, there is no doubt that the... the 'TUNC' would prefer to work with us, rather than alone," Andrew only nodded his head in agreement, before he began packing away the various items that he had strewn across the table.

"I agree, though there are some things that these people have that we absolutely need. But at the same time, we must keep our eyes on them. There-"

"There is nothing wrong with putting a little faith in another group of like-minded people, even if they are from five hundred years in the past." Andrews remained silent after Hood made his statement, before he finally gathered his stuff to leave.

"I would like you to send these files to FLEETCOM, as to inform them on our decision to commence peace talks with the TUNC."

"Yes sir," Admiral Andrews nodded as he took the stack of papers out of Hood's hands, before heading out the door.

...

AN: Things will begin speeding up a bit next chapter, with more opposing groups being brought into the mix of things.

I know the Tauri are quite OP, since they have... you know, time dilation, ships that can withstand a few hours worth of exposure to a Coronal Mass Ejection, and travel about 3 million light years in a week (the Asgard power core should definitely provide enough power to at least resemble a low level ZPM (which for some reason stopped being used due to it's trait of emitting a subspace signature that was traceable by the Ori, or other races with capable subspace sensors). While they may appear OP now, in the span of things, the Tauri are actually more in the middle of the playing field- definitely not weak, but also definitely not 'TimeLord' level, despite their ability to reach alternate universes and utilize a lighter amount of time travel.


End file.
